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trenches, were driven out, but clung on to the debris
of the shattered mud walL That night we were
ordered up to the fort from our place on the extreme
left. For some hours we lay, with fixed bayonets,
flat on the open ground, and bitterly cold, a few
yards behind the front line trench and the breached
wall, where a terrific fusillade was going on—
waiting to receive the Turks if they should break
through. It seems to me now that, were I miraculously
transported to that situation this evening, I should
find it almost unsupportably horrible. But try as I
will, I can't remember feeling alarm or horror then.
Whereas I do very vividly recall from that evening
the annoyance, the weariness, the interminable and
mysterious halts of our straggling journey to the
fort in single file across the whole breadth of our
front line trenches, and how the roar of the fighting
in the fort swelled louder and louder and yet we
seemed never to reach it, and how eventually we lay
flat for an hour in a shallow scratch in the earth and
hadn't a notion where we were. This I do remember
as a strain on the nerves. And as the night wore on
I developed an agonising cramp in the stomach, and,
when we trailed back down the front line again at
dawn, could hardly drag myself along—that too, I
can remember vividly still. But, try as I will, I can't
recall being alarmed at the fighting. The fact is,
fighting is much less alarming than one would
suppose—while it is going on. It is the anticipation
that is the devil. Two of my few independent
commands occur to me as reminders of that contrast.
One evening, some while after we had dug ourselves
completely underground, I was told to take out my

